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Midnight 


Author's Notes: 
Yeah, another Samoth/Ihsahn fic. What can you do? (shrugs) 


Vegard sat with an uninterested expression lingering on his delicate and youthful face. He obviously wasn't 


having a good time like everyone else, Tomas noticed. 
"Hey," Tomas said loud enough over the speakers that were playing Mercyful Fate. "What's up?" 


Vegard looked up from his beer bottle and saw his band mate walking closer. He took a seat next to him on the 


black, worn down leather couch with a slight grunt. 


"Nothing," Vegard answered, swishing around the last few sips of the nasty, cheap beer in his bottle Øystein 
had bought for the party. 


"You don't look like you're having a good time," Samoth said, watching as Bard took heavy gulps and air 
drummed drunkenly along with the song on the other side of the dimly lit basement. 


"l'm just tired, | guess." 


In all honesty, Vegard came because he wanted to party with his friends, but now that he's here, he feels a 
little left out. 


Tomas, Bård and Jon were all talking while Øystein hung around Ted and Gylve majority of the time. Jan and 


Jørn were smoking pot upstairs with some women Vegard has never seen before, leaving him all alone. 
He didn't mind it very much, he's not an extrovert by any definition of the term. 


Also, the fact that Tomas kept talking about a new girl he met while working at Helvete was weighing on him 
heavily. 


"Do you wanna go?" Tomas asked, raising his eyebrows before taking a sip. 
"No, man. You're having fun. I'll just sit here and drink my beer and watch." 


Tomas rolled his eyes and set his bottle down on the coffee table in front of them. He could hear Glyve's 


laughter and loud sounds of clapping 
‘They're so drunk; Tomas internally laughed 

"Nah, l'm getting tired, too. We should ditch," Tomas offered, 
Vegard shrugged, "What about Bard?" 


"He lives here, stupid. Øystein will probably make him crash here anyways since he's so out of it. We can take 


the next train back to Notodden" 


Vegard glanced over to their drummer who was drunkenly leaning on Øystein for support while they chatted to 
Jon, 


He nodded and stood up, adjusting his shirt and walking to Bystein. 


"Night, man. We're gonna head out. | got some stuff to take care of tomorrow, but it was good seeing you 
guys," Vegard offered a kind smile to the group in the basement. 


"Yeah, no fucking worries! Thanks for coming," Øystein pat him on the back and nodded. "I'll see you on Monday!" 


Øystein laughed as he reminded Tomas about working. 


"All right if we leave Bard with you?" Tomas asked from behind. 
"Yeah, no problem," Øystein answered, ruffling Bard's shiny hair as the drummer groaned. 
"Thanks," Vegard said again before walking up the stairs. 


Jørn, Jan and two women sat on the couch behind the counter upstairs, passing a joint and laughing incredibly 


loud. 


Vegard didn't bother to tell them goodbye, seeing as they probably won't remember him being there in the 


first place. 


He waited outside the store for Tomas to catch up, lighting a cigarette and leaning against the cold cement 
building. 


He felt bad for pulling Tomas away from the party, even if it was Tomas's idea in the first place. They don't 


get out very often to see everyone. 


The glass door opened and some light spilled out into the street. Tomas appeared emerging from the store and 


bumped his shoulder into Vegard's. 
"Ready?" 

Vegard nodded, "Yeah. Do you have money for the ride?" 
"Yeah, | got you." 


They walked silently towards to train station, Ihsahn smoking his cigarette and Tomas kicking rocks and some 


plants as they walked 
"| didnt influence you leaving the party did |?" Vegard finally asked, feeling guilty and a litle buzzed 

He didn't expect the laugh that Tomas let out 

"No. | would much rather hang out with you anyways” 

Vegard wondered if the comment held any weight. Honestly, he would rather hang out with Tomas alone, too 
"Yeah." 


They reached the station after a couple more minutes. As Vegard chucked his second cigarette, Tomas rolled 


his eyes. 


Just like Tomas said, he paid their fares to Notodden and they boarded the carrier. 


The train was mostly empty as it was after midnight. They found two seats pretty easily and Tomas sat down 
with a groan, letting out a long exhale of breath he seemed to be holding in 


He stretched his legs out and placed his feet on the empty seat in front of him. 


Vegard sat facing Tomas on the other side of his feet, copying Tomas by putting his long legs in the seat in 
front of himself as well. 


"How long is the ride gonna take?" Vegard asked once the train started moving. 
"Fuck if | know," Tomas shrugged. "Why? You got somewhere important to be?" 
He gave Vegard a smile and laughed when his best friend rolled his eyes. 


Tomas tapped Vegards hip with his feet in a steady rhythm, watching his face closely when Vegard sighed and 
leaned his head back, closing his eyes. 


"Are you drunk?" Tomas asked, still tapping his feet. 
"No, just a little fuzzy. You?" 
Tomas shook his head, "I only drunk a bottle. tll take more than that to make me drunk" 


He laughed and played mindlessly with Vegard shoes beside him. The shiny boots were very distracting and had 


a small heel on the bottoms. 
Now that Tomas can see Vegard closer, he sees how feminine he is. His hair is long, curly and a dark shade of 
brown His legs were a mile long and he always wore black or leather pants that hung tightly to them. His 


hands were usually soft, his nails a little too long and painted black. 


Sitting close, he can also see how beautiful his best friends eyes were. They were a sharp almond shape, his 


pupils a gorgeous hue of blue and long eyelashes to match. His lips were small, but still plump and a rose color. 
Tomas tilts his head while thinking and soaking in just how pretty Vegard is. 


He's man enough to admit that Vegard was a handsome son of a bitch. If he was a girl, Tomas probably 


wouldve jumped him by now. 


The problem: he's not, and Tomas still kind of wants to jump him anyways. 


Vegard's eyes flutter open and he catches Tomas watching him. 

"What?" He snaps and asks a little too loud 

"Nothing. You're cute," Tomas says simply. 

Vegard immediately blushes up, his cheeks turn pirk against his slightly tanned skin 
"Shut up, asshole," he remarks back 


The butterflies in his stomach won't shut up and they continue to flutter all the way back home. 


Notodden 


After the train ride, which was an antagonizing hour and a half long, Vegard and Tomas were walking through 


town. It was eerily quiet and calm, the street lamps were dim and most of the store signs were turned off. 


It would be another twenty to thirty minute walk before they got to Ihsahn's cabin and he was now regretting 


wearing those boots. 


‘So.what's that chicks name again?" Ihsahn asked. He didn't really care to know about Tomas’ new girl friend, he 


just wants to make some kind of conversation. 
"Uh..Anna. She works at the comic book store up the street." 


Vegard nodded and looked around as the walked. He wasn't keen on Tomas being slightly obsessed with this new 
chick, but.what was he supposed to do? 


Outright tell his best friend that, "hey don't like her! Like mel | like you!" 
No. 

"She pretty?" He found himself asking 

"Yeah. | think so," Tomas answered 

Vegard felt small and insecure all of a sudden 

"Cool," he muttered and dropped the discussion 


They walked in silence once again and they reached the five minute mark. Now that they've gotten closer to 


home, Vegard's body feels heavy with sleep. 


"Anna?" Vegard asked out loud. He didn't mean to, but he suddenly remembered that name from somewhere 


else. 
"Yeah..2" 


"That's the chick Bard talks about!" He laughs to himself. "I heard him mention that he likes her. He even told 


me he stalks her at work sometimes!" 


He felt ridiculous laughing about it to Tomas's face. What if Tomas really liked her and he just upset him by 


telling him Bard likes her as well. 


"Yeah, | know. | don't like her.like that. When she came in the store we had a good talk about some band she 
wanted to hear so | played them in the record player for her. | know Bard likes her. | don't see her that way.." 


Vegard nodded slowly as they approached a corner. As they turned down his road, he spoke up. 

"Oh, | thought you might have crush on her or something." 

"Nah. She's not really my type anyways." 

Vegard didn't know what ‘type’ Tomas had. He's only known him to have one girlfriend throughout the entirety 
of their friendship. He remembers his best friend complaining about everything she used to do, even going as 
far as saying she was a lousy kisser a few times. 


‘Could..could | be a good kisser?” Vegard found himself asking. 


He's only kissed one person Second grade, behind a tree during playtime. It was gross and she smelled like that 
afternoon lunches chocolate milk. 


He has never had a ‘girlfriend’ or even any friends that were girls at that. 

They walked up the driveway and Vegard found his keys in his pocket. He unlocked the door and turned on the 
lights. Tomas brushed passed him in favor of jogging to the kitchen for a glass of water. He locked up and 
pulled off his jacket, hanging it up on the rack beside the door and following Tomas much slower into the 
kitchen 


Tomas handed him the rest of his water in his cup. Vegard naturally gulped it down fast and let out a small 
burp, which made Tomas chuckle. 


‘lm gonna call it a night. Wake me up when you're ready to go," Tomas said, walking into the living room and 


laying down on the couch with a thud. 

Vegard poured more water into the cup and slowly drunk it empty. 

A sick feeling came over him and washed his entire face in white. He gagged a little before ruming to the 
nearby bathroom. Tomas watched from the couch with a curious face and sat up when he could hear the 
heaving becoming louder. 


"Are you okay?" He asked as he stood in the doorway. 


Vegard was doubled over the toilet and holding his hair in one fist loosely. 


"Fuck Øystein. That beer was so fucking cheap it made me sick," he laughed before clutching his stomach. 


"| don't think it was the beer. Did you even eat today?" Tomas asked, slapping Vegard's fingers away and holding 
his hair for him. He sat on the bathtub next to the toilet and rolled his eyes when Vegard gagged again. 


'No..not really. | had a sandwich earlier today," he responded honestly. 
"Fuck Vegard. Not eating and then drinking is what made you sick," he mocked playfully. 


He watched as Vegard sat back on his legs and wiped his mouth with his sleeve. He didn't notice that he was 
still holding his hair until Vegard tugged at it gently to be let go. 


"Sorry," he mumbled as he let the curls fall from his palm 
Even ghostly white and pale, Vegard was still so pretty. 

"Are you done?" He asked, pushing Vegard a little with his foot. 
"Yeah, | think so” 

"Come on, Let's go to bed" 


Tomas helped Vegard up to his feet and walked him to his room. When he knew that Vegard was going to be 
okay, he started to leave and retreat back to the couch. 


"Wait," Vegard said suddenly, stopping him from leaving. 
"What?" 
"Do you think you could sleep in here?" Vegard's blush returned and he felt stupid for asking that of his friend. 


They were just friends. But of course, you can platonically sleep with a friend in bed. Right? Even if he's your 
crush. Right? 


"Uh, you really must be drunk Vegard," he laughed and joked, but still shut the door and pulled off his shirt. 
"Yeah," Vegard managed a giggle, trying to play dumb was probably the best option now. 


He pulled his shirt over his curls and tossed it in the floor as he got into bed. He watched as Tomas pulled the 
covers apart and kicked off his shoes before laying down 


Vegard untied his boots and set them next the time table and finally laid down. 


Tomas knew that Vegard wasn't drunk. He admitted he didn't drink much tonight and only felt "fuzzy". He wasn't 


sure why Vegard asked him to sleep here, but he wasn't going to complain or object to it. 

Tomas could feel Vegard's hair shift on his skin when he moved to get more comfortable. 

It was nice. 

He could hear Vegard's breathing slow down once he was comfortable and knew that he was falling fast asleep. 


In a moment of pure curiosity, Tomas let his arm move to hold Vegard. When the younger one didn't object to 
the touch, he pulled himself closer and told the butterflies to shut up. 


